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iiiatfer was, at once, settled as firmly as if written in the 
book of fata. At the end of about six months, my regi- 
ment, and I along with it, were removed to Fuedehick- 
TOK, a distance of a hundred miles, up the river of St. 
Joa.v; and, which was worse, the artillery were expected 
to go off to England a year or two before our regiment ! 
The*rtillery went, and she along with them ; and now it 
was that I acted a part becoming a real and sensible lover. 
I was aware, that, when she got to that gay place, Wool- 
wiPH, the house of her father and mother, necessarily 
visited by numerous persons not the most select, might 
become unpleasant to her, and I also did not like be- 
sides, that she should continue to work hard. I had 
saved a hundred and fifty guineas, the earnings of my early 
hours, in writing for the paymaster, the quartermaster, and 



with the refinements of mo Jem art, still retain a great deal 
of the simple arid touching beauty that characterizes the 
earlier melodies of our country. 

Of the melodies of these musicians, those of Carolan, the 
last great bard of Erin, are well known, but the composi- 
tions of his immediate predecessor, Connellan, are less fami- 
liar to the publi •, and are far too little appreciated. Un- 
fortunately but little is known of his history, and but few 
of his melodies have been preserved ; but those few, are 
in their kind, of unrivalled beauty, and far superior to the 
compositions of Carolan. From Mr. Hardiman's valuable 
" Irish Minstrelsy," we learn that Thomas O'Connellan was 
born at Cloony Mahon in the county of Sligo, eariy in 
the seventeenth century, and died in Lough Gur in the 
county of Limerick, some time previous to the year 1700. 



others, iu addition to the savings of my own pay. I sent Of the rem lining airs generally attributed to him are, 
/ter all my money, before she sailed ; and wrote to her to "the Jointure ," " If to a foreign clime I go;" "Love iu 
beg of her, if she found her home uncomfortable, to hire secret" which truly "dallies with the innocence of love', 
a lodging with respectable people : and, at any rate, not ] like t!ie old age ;" " Planxty Davis," which is known to the 
to spare the money, by any means, but to buy herself i Scot.-h as "tlie battle of Kallicranky ;" and the "breach of 
good clothes, and to live without hard work, until I Aughrim," which is more popidarly known under the name 
arrived in England"; and I, in order to induce her to lay ] of the " Farewell to Lochaber." These later melodies 



out the money, told her that I should get plenty more 
before I came home. 

"As the malignity of the devil would have it, we were 
kept abroad two years longer than our time, Mr. Pitt 
(Ehgiand not being so tame then as she is now) having 
knocked up a dust with Spain about Nootka Sound. Oh, 
how I cursed Nootka Sound, and poor bawling Pitt too, 
lam afraid! M the ^ni oi four years, however, home 
I came ; landed at Portsmouth, and got my discharge 
from the army by the great kindness of poor I,obd 
EowAan FiTZGEaALD, who was then the Major of my 
regiment. I found my little girl a servant nfall work (and 
hard work it was,) at Jive pounds a year, in the house of a 
CAPr.iiK BiiisAc; aud without hardly s:iying a word 
about the matter, she put into my hands the whole of my 
hundred and fifty giarie:is mibro/ieHJ' 



IRISH MUSIC-THE HABPER Q-CONNELLAN. 
There is perhaps nothing of which an Irishman may 
feel more Justly proud than the native melodies of his 
country. Whatever tone of feeling they assume — vihether 
ol' cheerfulness or of tenderness, of wild merriment, or of] 
deep sorrow, there is in them a grace and di.licacy of feel- 
ing and a f..)rce and earnestness of passion, such as we 
in vain look for iu the national music of any other country 
in the world, and which, as an unerring iude.x of national 
character, is most honorable to our little land of song. Our 
iiiestimalile bard, Thomas JVIoore, has erred defilorably in 
supposing that pur Sue melodies must be of modern date, 
because " it is difficult to conceive those polished speci- 
mens of the art to be anterior to the dawn of modern im- 
jirovements." True melody-^the music of the sold, has 
no mortal artist for its inventor, it has been implanted in 
man's nature, as a pure and heavenly gift, by the great 
Creator himself, and the greatest masters of the art in 
modern da3's in vain attempt to rival the soul possessing 
and unaffected melodies of t!ie unlearned nnnstrels of an- 
cient days. In what did the real secret of the wizard 
Paganini's powers of astonishing or binding as by a spell 
the feelings of his hearers consist? >'ot in his extraordi- 
nary powers as an artist, great and matchless as those 
j3owers were in mastering the diificiilties of art— but in 
the deep passion — the entire 4oul which he threw into a 
simple melody. Let our readers remember his perform- 
ance of "the prayer" by Rossini— the dead silence by 
which thousands were enchained, the palpitating hearts, 
tlie streaming, eyes, and he will find how greatly superior 
in its effect a simple melody performed with passionate 
expression, is to the most elaborate and refined labours of 
Modern art. But it will be said, this magical melody is Ita- 
lian! We reply it is not. Ic is but a slight variation of 
the well known song " How stands the glass around," com- 
posed by our countryman, General Wolfe, in the very 
soul and spirit of the music of his country! Our niost- 
beautifal mehnlie! are indeed the most simple and the most 
ancient— their origin is involved in the dim obscurity of 
time. We had coinposersi however, within the lart two 
opntunes, whose strains,, while they betr&y an acquaintance 



were introduced into Scotland after his death by a brother 
of the deceased bard's, named Laurence. 

According to tradition, the skill of O'Connellan as a 
performer was equal to his inventive powers as a composer, 
and Mr. Hardiman has preserved a little Irish ode address 
ed to him in praise of his matchless powers, in a strain of 
poetic beauty worthy of the occasion which gave it birth. — 
We present it to our readers in a new English dress : 

ODE TO THE MINSTaEL o'cONNELtAN. 

Wherever harp note ringetli 

lerne's isle around, 
Thy hand its sweetness flingetb, 

Surpassing mortal sound. 
Thy spirit-music speaketh 

Above the minstrel throng, 
And thy rival vainly seeketh 

The secret of thy song ! 

In the castle, in the shieling, 

In foreign kingly hall. 
Thou art master of each feeling. 

And honoured first of all 1 
Thy wild and wizard finger 

Sweepeth chords unknown to art. 
And melodies that linger 

In the memory of the heart ! 
Though fairy music slumbers 

By forest-glade, and hill. 
In thy unearthly numbers 

Men say 'tis living still I 
All its compass of wild sweetness 

Thy master hand obeys. 
As its airy fitful fleetness 

O'er harp and heartstring plays 
By thee the thrill of anguish 

Is softly lulled to rest ; 
By thee the hopes that languish 

Rekindled in the breast. 
Thy spirit chaseth sorrow 

Like morning mists away. 
And gaily rches to-morrow 

In the gladness of thy lay ! 



In announcing that vte liave now reaclieil a uiriruliition of THtKTt 
TBousisn, we confess that we are actuated by some littte impulje of 
Tiinity. It corti'jr.ly is cause of sey.cnngi.atulation tlir.t v.-e have esta- 
hlislicil a NATIONAL work} and though a few of our prudent irioiitlshave 
nclTiieri UH not to talk much about cither our viak or our eirculatjou, but 
let both s]itak for themselves, -\re must sav that our arabitiun is tu rival 
even the Rroat London penny publications, and which but 1" ir pwiillar 
circumstances, we w6uia have doneerethis. Among other tltinas, our 
paper and our wood-cuts will not bo unattended to. 
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